“There! That should do it!” Lincoln Loud exclaimed as he matted down his hair with a handful of pomade. He wiped his hands on a towel and turned to walk out of his bedroom when he spied the small bottle of cologne that his father had lent him. He didn’t really like the smell at first, as it smelled exactly like something a middle aged man would wear, but he shrugged.

“Eh, what the heck.”

He swiped the bottle off his dresser and spritzed himself a few times, inhaling the pungent yet manly odor as he did so, and quickly set it back down before posing in front of the mirror. He smiled and pointed at his reflection using both hands.

“Lincoln, you are one suave gentleman. Knock ‘em dead!” he said to himself in a cool manner. It was date night for Lincoln. He was meeting up with Ronnie Anne at – where else – Jean Juan’s French Mex Buffet for a romantic dinner. Of course, Lori would be accompanying him and having her own date with Bobby, but only because it was convenient to do so. Lincoln could hold his own on a date, he no longer needed Lori to yell at him for confusing the dinner and salad fork or forgetting to hold the door for his date. Plus, with each and every date, Lincoln was able to chip away at Ronnie Anne’s tough exterior, getting her to open up to her soft side. Pretty soon, we won’t have to hide our relationship, Lincoln thought. 

Lincoln made sure his clothing was blemish free and on properly before he waltzed over to his door, confident as ever, and swung it open without a second thought. Expecting to have a clear path to the stairs, he was startled when he saw something in his way, and even more startled when it made noise.

“Hey Lincoln,” a monotonous and dreary voice said.

Lincoln jumped back and let out a slight yelp. He felt as if his heart had tried to jump out of his mouth. It was now beating twice as fast and the swagger he had a minute ago had shriveled. However, it was only his sister Lucy, standing but an inch outside of his door, staring at him, her eyes veiled by her pitch black hair. 

“Oh, uh, hey Luce.” She didn’t respond. “I’m just gonna slip by you, if you don’t mind.”

“Actually Lincoln, that’s what I came to talk to you about. I don’t think you should go on that date tonight.”

“Why?”

“Because Ronnie Anne is a bully and she doesn’t really like you. Also, that means you’d have to spend time with that superficial drama queen Lori. Gross.”

Lincoln wasn’t really sure why Lucy was so adamant about him not going on the date. Despite how nosy most of his sisters were, Lucy was the one who usually kept to herself. When she wasn’t scaring people, that is.

“I don’t know Lucy, I promised Ronnie Anne that I’d be there. If I backed out, she’d be mad, Bobby would be mad, and Lori would be really mad. She’d kill me and then kill you for convincing me not to go.”

“Forget all that,” Lucy retorted sharply. “Stay here with me. We can read poetry, order a pizza and then snuggle and watch scary movies.”

“Lincoln, some time in the next 400 years would be nice!” Lori called out from downstairs. 

“Aw, that’s sweet,” Lincoln said to Lucy. “Maybe tomorrow night. Right now, I have to get going, or I’ll be late! See ya later.” Lincoln jogged past the spooky little girl and down the stairs without letting her respond. He felt bad about rejecting her, since she was so emotionally fragile and not being able to spend time with her only brother could be devastating. 

Lori was standing by the door, twirling the keys to Vanzilla in one hand while texting Bobby with the other. “Ready, twerp?” Lincoln nodded and the two headed outside into the brisk night air. 

Upstairs, Lucy was smirking to herself. Normally, Lincoln’s words would have sent her into a fit of tears. But tonight, the tears would not be hers. 

She slithered back into the room she shared with Lynn, who was not there at the moment, turned on the light and slowly closed the door, locking it behind her. She walked calmly over to her bed and knelt next to it, reaching underneath until she felt what she was looking for. She pulled out a small package adorned with tape with the address “1216 Franklin Avenue, Royal Woods, MI” barely legible on the top. Lucy had kept this package hidden from her family for several days now. It was a good thing she still had some money left on the prepaid debit card she got for her birthday, because the package contained what she considered to be her greatest purchase yet.

She fumbled under her bed a bit more and produced a knife she used for various dark and edgy purposes. Quickly, she cut the tape and pulled back the flaps on the package. Inside was a decent sized leather-bound book, faded with age but still in good shape. Lucy pulled it out and tossed the box aside. She rubbed her hand against the soft leather and quivered at its quality.

“I’ve only read about these before. I can’t believe I found a copy on eBay,” she whispered to herself. 

She opened the book and smiled as the smell of the aged pages hit her. The book was very old, but the words inside were still legible. She thumbed through the book, scanning over the contents, before she found what she was looking for. She laughed to herself, a girlish but grim laugh, and looked up from the book.

“Sorry Ronnie Anne, but Lincoln’s heart is mine. You’re getting in the way of our love, and for that, you have to suffer, just as I suffer right now.”

She produced a scrap of paper and a pen from her nightstand and wrote down Ronnie Anne’s name on it. She held it tightly in her hand and put it to her chest, per the first instruction in the book. She began reading the unintelligible chant from the book out loud in a low voice so that no one would hear her. It wasn’t long, only three lines, but the words were not English, or any other language she recognized, for that matter. She finished the chant and set the piece of paper down on her nightstand so that Ronnie Anne’s name was not visible. She took a deep breath, hoping that what she had just done would work.

“This is for your own good, Lincoln, my love.” 

-

“Oh Bobby sweetie, this one’s going into our date night album! Wait a minute, my hair has a weird part in it. . . guess we’ll have to retake that one!” Lori said as she pulled Bobby next to her for what Lincoln estimated was the two hundredth selfie she had taken since they arrived at the restaurant. He turned his attention back to Ronnie Anne, who was sitting with him at a table separate from Bobby and Lori. Seemingly uninterested in the date, she was prodding her fork into a plate of escargot enchiladas without taking a bite.

“What the heck are these things, anyway?” she asked.

“I’m not really sure. I’ve had enchiladas before, but I don’t know what escargot is,” Lincoln replied. 

A passing waiter overheard Lincoln and promptly stopped in his tracks.

“That would be snails, monsieur,” he said.

“Yuck!” Ronnie Anne and Lincoln said in unison. She pushed the plate away and frowned.

“Why do Bobby and Lori keep coming to this place? The food is gross, and they never eat anyway. They just sit over there and kiss and take a bunch of pictures. It’s so gross,” Ronnie Anne complained.

“Yeah,” Lincoln said, not really sure how he could add on to that. “Wanna come with me to the buffet to get something else?”

“Nah, I’m actually feeling kind of sick right now.”

“Yeah, I would be too if I had to sit and watch Bobby and Lori make out all evening.”

Ronnie Anne shot him an angry look. “I mean I actually don’t feel good right now you jerk.”

“Oh, sorry,” Lincoln said, rubbing the back of his head. “Was it something you ate?”

“Knowing this place? Probably.” Ronnie Anne pushed out of her seat and stood up. “I’m gonna go to the bathroom, be right back.”

She walked off and out of Lincoln’s sight, giving him a brief moment to relax and not focus on how to keep Ronnie Anne entertained. He slouched in his seat a bit and glanced over to Bobby and Lori, still preoccupied with the selfies. He let out a long sigh. All this preparation and his date is sick and nobody’s eating the food. The mariachi band is loud and obnoxious, half the dishes are unpronounceable, and the bill at the end will give whoever ends up paying it indigestion. Lincoln decided to pass the time by talking to himself. 

“You know what, I’m 11 years old! Why am I even on a date in the first place? I mean, it’s not like-“ 

His words were interrupted by a piercing scream that rattled the whole restaurant. Every conversation stopped instantly, and the mariachi band’s music slowly flickered out into nothing. Lincoln stood up on his chair to find the source of the scream, and instead saw something that sent a cold shiver down his spine.

Ronnie Anne was standing under the archway that lead to the bathrooms, only she hardly looked like her normal self. Blood was dripping down her face from every orifice; ears, mouth, nose, and eyes. Her skin had become noticeable whiter, and she was shaking uncontrollably. Nobody in the restaurant was able to muster even the slightest peep as they witnessed the horrible image before them. Ronnie Anne’s eyes were half open and were slowly leaking drops of blood. Lincoln was pale with fear. Not even all of the hours he spent binge watching horror movies could prepare him for the real life horror he was witnessing. He felt the urge to run away, but his feet would not budge.

Ronnie Anne, who was leaking blood all over the floor, attempted to step forward from beyond the archway, but instantly collapsed as her foot hit the ground. She was motionless as the entire restaurant went into a frenzy. Despite all of the chaos that erupted in that moment, Lincoln could hear Bobby’s distinct voice over all:

“OH MY FUCKING GOD!”

He saw Bobby leap over several tables in an attempt to reach his sister. One man tried to stop him, but Bobby pushed him back and yelled at him. Lori was right behind Bobby, tears flowing from her eyes and down her rosy red cheeks. Lincoln, unsure of what to do, slowly felt himself walking towards the scene as multitudes of customers began to flee the restaurant, with some staying behind to watch what unfolded.

Lincoln stood over Bobby, who was caressing his sister’s bloody hair. He held her tight and checked for a pulse, his crying stopping for a second when he could feel something. Behind them, Lincoln heard several people calling 9-1-1.

“She’s alive!” Bobby screamed. “She’s alive! She’s alive! She’s alive! She’s. . .” his words cut off as he ran out of breath from hyperventilating. He turned to Lincoln, his face going from an expression of sadness to one of anger and hate in its most primal form. He slowly let go of Ronnie Anne and lunged at Lincoln, grabbing his shirt and pinning him against the wall.

“WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU DO TO HER?” he screamed viciously, before his crying returned. He continued to pin a frightened Lincoln against the wall with a great deal of force.

“I. . . I didn’t do anything,” Lincoln tried to say, but it only came out as a whisper. Lori ran up to Bobby and feebly pulled on his shoulder to get him to release her little brother.

“BOBBY STOP!” she shrieked as she repeatedly tugged on her boyfriend. Slowly but surely, his grip weakened until he finally let Lincoln back down on the ground. Immediately, he buried his face into his hands.

“Oh my God. . . I’m sorry. I just, my sister, I-“ he began to cry even harder. Lori embraced him and the two began to sob together in unison. Lincoln stood amidst this intense moment, too shocked to cry, too shaken to do anything but stand there in awe. 

“The ambulance is on its way,” a man said as he came up to rest his hand on the shoulders of the two distraught teenagers. He turned his gaze towards Lincoln, who felt that the man was silently judging –no, blaming him for what had happened. Lincoln contemplated turning away to avoid the man’s piercing eyes, but then he remembered that the only place his eyes would lead him was to the crumpled body of the girl who, just minutes ago, had been having a casual conversation with him. A girl who, for all he knew, was dead. 

Realizing that he was the last one she talked to, he felt guilt begin to shadow him like a raincloud. 

“I could have done something. . .” his quivering lips managed to whisper out. 

“I could have.”

“I. . .”

The sirens of the ambulance outside faded as Lincoln collapsed against the wall and let his emotions pour out. 

-

The paramedics made quick to check Ronnie Anne’s vitals at the scene, and much to the relief of everyone there, she was not pronounced dead, rather she was in critical condition from the amount of blood she had lost. Lincoln, Lori and Bobby stood outside on the curb as Ronnie Anne’s stretcher was put into the back of the ambulance. Bobby was quickly ushered in as well by the paramedics, and was only able to nod at Lori as they parted ways. Lori wasn’t mad; she was just as emotionally drained as everyone else.

“Come on Linc, let’s go home,” Lori said as she began towards Vanzilla. It was rare that she call him anything remotely endearing, but Lincoln wasn’t going to make a point out of it.

The ride back to the house was initially quiet, but the air was heavy with somberness. Lincoln sat in silence as the interior of the van drifted between flashes of light and ominous darkness as they passed between streetlamps. Even with the sporadic light, Lincoln could see Lori’s face, her mascara having dripped down her face and her nose red as a cherry. He thought about trying to say something to her, but she quickly did that for him.

“Lincoln,” she said sternly. “I need to ask you a question, and I want you to answer it as honestly as if your life depended on it, because if you don’t tell me the truth I will literally fucking kill you.” Her use of profanity meant she was not joking around.

“Y-yeah?” Lincoln said tentatively, startled by her gruff demeanor.

“Did you do anything at all to Ronnie Anne at the restaurant? Did you put anything in her drink, give her something she shouldn’t have had? Anything?”

“What? No! Why would I do that?” Lincoln responded somewhat angrily. Now that the reality of what had happened had come to him, he was beginning to be annoyed by what he perceived as blame.

“Did you, Lincoln?”

“I just said that I didn’t!”

“Answer me clearly Lincoln, or I swear to God-“

“I DIDN’T DO ANYTHING LORI!” Lincoln screamed. He felt his eyes begin to moisten as anger and remorse swelled inside of him. He didn’t mean to have an outburst, but Lori was just prodding him so hard that –

Crying. 

Lincoln heard Lori’s sobs in the darkness, and then when they passed under the next streetlamp, he saw her trying to wipe away tears while keeping focused on the road.

“I’m so sorry, Lincoln,” she whimpered. “I – I don’t know what got into me. I just don’t have any answers, and I’m scared, that’s all.”

“It’s okay,” he replied. He said nothing else the rest of the way in fear of making the situation worse. Lori continued to sob all the way back home, and as soon as they pulled into the driveway she broke down in tears once again and bolted from Vanzilla and into the house. Lincoln waited a few seconds before he followed her inside.

Luan, Lynn, Lisa and the twins were sitting on the couch watching a movie. They had seen Lori and now that they saw Lincoln they realized he didn’t look too much better. His eyes looked as if he had stared into eternity.

“What’s up with Lori?” Lynn asked.

“I bet Bobby dumped her for Carol,” Lana teased.

“I mean, who wouldn’t want to date a homecoming queen?” Lola replied.

“I would dedush from your periorbital puffinesh that it was a rough date,” Lisa murmured.

“What happened?” Luan inquired.

Lincoln was too tired to sit down and explain, so he came up with a quick deflection.

“If you let me go past you and get some sleep, I’ll explain in the morning.”

The five sisters turned to each other and shrugged. Lori and Bobby have fights all the time, probably wasn’t anything too interesting, they figured. Lincoln breathed a sigh of relief and began trekking upstairs.

Leni and Luna were standing outside Lori and Leni’s room, listening to her bawl. Leni had Lily in her arms and was slowly knocking on the door.

“Can I at least come in? Maybe if I do your nails, that will cheer you up,” Leni protested.

“It’s no use, dude, she won’t let you in when she’s like this,” Luna said in her raspy voice.

Thankfully, neither of them noticed Lincoln and he slinked away to his room, closing the door behind him quietly. He tore his clothes off and threw them in a pile by his dresser, wasting no time in collapsing on his bed. 

“Oh man, this is bad,” he whispered. Even though he was on his bed, he couldn’t fall asleep. All he could think about was Ronnie Anne, all of the blood, and that pale, lifeless look in her eyes as she fell to the floor. 

“What’s bad?” a voice to his right said. Lincoln jumped and saw Lucy appear from the shadows in his room.

“Lucy! How long have you been in here? Why are you in here?” he said demandingly.

“I heard all of the commotion and knew that the only way to confront you was to ambush you. Now tell me Lincoln, what happened on that date?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

Lucy walked closer and almost leaned over Lincoln as he laid sprawled out on his bed. 

“Tell me, Lincoln.”

Lincoln sighed. He really didn’t want to recount the story but if there was one person who wouldn’t have such a reaction to it, it was Lucy. Plus, she might do his job for him and relay the information to their other sisters.

“Fine,” he sat up and rubbed his eyes. Lucy curled up next to him and made herself comfortable. He was slightly taken aback by this, but didn’t question it further.

“We were sitting and eating dinner, or at least, picking at it,” he began. “Then Ronnie Anne said she didn’t feel good and went to the bathroom, and-“ he stopped mid-sentence. He could have sworn he saw a smile forming on Lucy’s face, or rather, a devilish grin, the kind a little kid makes when he gets away with something bad.

“Were you smiling?” 

“Me? Smile? Come on Lincoln, don’t make me laugh.”

Lincoln could clearly see now that she had her usual poker face back, or at least there, so he went on.

“Anyway, after she went to the bathroom, I was sitting there for a few minutes, and all of a sudden I heard someone scream, and then. . .”

“Then what?” Lucy said, almost excitedly.

Lincoln gulped. The picture was clear as ever in his mind. It was like he was still there, seeing it for the first time.

“I saw her. She was covered in blood, her skin was pale, it was horrible. Like everything we’ve seen in the zombie movies times ten. I don’t know what happened, but then she collapsed on the floor and everyone panicked.”

These words made Lucy’s toes curl in excitement. Not only was she happy that her little curse had worked, but she was twice as excited to hear that Ronnie Anne, that disgusting little whore, the whore who was trying to keep Lincoln from her, had suffered in such a gruesome manner. She felt a sense of erotic pleasure fill her dark soul.

“Did she die?” Lucy asked.

“No, but they said she was in critical condition. I don’t know if she’ll make it.” Lincoln put his face into his hands. He wasn’t crying, but he felt like he should be.

“I don’t get it,” he moaned. “She was right there with me, I don’t know what happened to her but I could have done something and I didn’t! This is all my fault! If she dies, it’s my fault!”

“No it’s not.”

Lincoln pulled his face back from his hands. Lucy was even closer now, their bodies touching. She put her arm around her older brother hand pulled him close to her.

“Maybe you could have done something,” Lucy said, thinking to herself that that “something” would be to leave Ronnie Anne for her. “But no matter what happens to her, it’s not your fault. More importantly, whatever your heart feels now, it won’t feel for long.”

“What do you mean?” Lincoln asked.

“Lincoln, sometimes when your heart is at its darkest, that’s when your love is most pure.”

“Lucy, I still don’t get what you’re trying to say.”

“My heart is dark, Lincoln, and right now, yours is too. We have nothing to help our black souls, except for each other.” She put her spooky hand on his thigh.

“Lincoln, I love you, and I want you to love me. I want us to share our darkest moments together, to be as one, and to bring pain to those who would try to stop us.”

Lincoln backed away slowly, now feeling frightened as he tried to decipher his sister’s ominous words. He wasn’t quite sure what she was saying, but he had a good idea.

“Wh-what do you mean?” he said tentatively.  Lucy pushed herself closer yet to him, now almost hovering over his body.

“I mean that you can only be MINE, Lincoln, and I can only be yours. Anyone who would do anything to get in the way of that, like that. . . bitch, Ronnie Anne, must suffer.” The tone of her voice was angry, but also possessive, and Lincoln felt his skin crawl in fear.

“You. . . what did you do to her?” Lincoln’s words echoed Bobby’s. He wanted to yell, but he didn’t want to alert anyone else.  

Lucy smiled grimly. “I just worked a little dark magic on her. It’s amazing, really, I didn’t think it would work.”

Lincoln felt disgusted. He wanted to push Lucy off and beat her, but he couldn’t bring himself to do such a thing to his little sister.

“You’re a monster,” Lincoln tried to say emphatically, but it sounded very weak. “I’m going to tell Lori, then I’m going to tell Bobby, then Mom and Dad, then –“ Lucy sensually placed a finger on his trembling lips.

“You’re not going to tell anyone, Lincoln,” she whispered sweetly into his ear. “Remember what I told you? Nobody can get between us, not even you. If you try to do something, I’ll hurt everyone and everything that matters to you. I’ll break you, Lincoln.”

Lincoln was about to respond when he felt Lucy embraced him and plant a sweet, loving kiss on his cheek. She then buried her face into his shoulder and began to sob slowly.

“I’m only doing this for you,” she cried. “I’m so scared of losing my big brother - the only ray of light in my dark world - to somebody else that I had to take extreme measures. I’m so close to the edge, Lincoln, and you’re the only one keeping me from falling over.”

Unsure of what to do, Lincoln awkwardly tried to hug the crying goth. He felt pity and disgust at the same time, and he knew trying to take swift action would only make things worse.

As Lucy’s crying turned to low sobs, she lifted her head up and whispered to Lincoln: “Can I sleep here with you tonight? I don’t want Lynn to hear me crying.”

“Yes, yes you can Lucy.”

Lincoln made a disgusted face in the dark as Lucy purred and embraced him tighter. Minutes later, both were asleep. 

-

Lincoln awoke in the morning to find himself no longer in Lucy’s embrace, but the young goth was still snuggled tight right by him. The sun had just started to rise and he heard his older sisters bustling downstairs as they prepared their morning coffee. He gingerly removed himself from his bed so as not to wake Lucy and tiptoed out of his room, closing the door ever so softly behind him.

Making his way downstairs, he heard Lori’s voice coming from the kitchen. It sounded as if she was talking on the phone to someone. He peeked around the corner and saw Lynn, Luna and Luan sitting and drinking their coffee while staring at Lori, who was on the phone with someone. Her face was red and she had tears streaming down her cheeks. Lincoln went pale and feared the worst.

He slinked over to the table and sat next Luna, who patted him on the back.

“Morning bro,” she whispered.

“Lori told us about last night,” Lynn said, slurping from her cup.

“Yeah.” That was all Lincoln could muster. It was lame, but he couldn’t think of any way else to reply. He certainly didn’t want to start his day off with a conversation about last night.

“Oh thank God,” Lori exhaled into the phone, still wiping tears from her cheeks. Lincoln perked up. That wasn’t something she would say if she was sad.

“Okay, I will. We’ll be down there in a few. Love you too, babe.” She hung up and pushed her phone back into her pocket.

“That was Bobby,” she sniveled, her tears slowly stopping. “Ronnie Anne’s going to make it, or at least the doctors think so.”

Lincoln and his sisters breathed a sigh of relief. This was when Luan would usually crack a pun, but she knew better than that in a moment like this.

“Also, Bobby wants Lincoln and I to come visit them at the hospital, so. . .” she turned to Lincoln, who nodded.

“I’ll get ready,” he said. He started for the stairs, but stopped and turned to Lori, who was still wiping tears into from her face. He stealthily hugged her, which made her jump for a second, but she realized it was only her little brother and relaxed, returning the favor.

“It’s gonna be alright, Lori,” Lincoln said. “We’ll get through this together.”

“Thanks, twerp,” Lori said endearingly. She released him and he trotted up the stairs to his room, feeling somewhat good for the first time in what seemed like years.

As he entered his room, he saw Lucy on his bed, sitting upward and staring into the dim light coming through his blinds. All of a sudden he was flooded with memories of Lucy’s revelation, and a cold sweat gripped him. He tried to ignore her and gathered his usual clothes, but he wasn’t fooling her.

“Where are you off to so early?” the spooky little girl said.

“Lynn and I are going to have a bike race,” he lied.

“That’s a good one. It almost makes me want to smile. Now really, where are you going?”

“Lucy, I’m not lying, I-“ He choked on his words. Lucy pushed the covers off her lap to reveal she was wielding a sizable knife. He backed into his dresser as Lucy got up and began approaching him menacingly with the blade. When she got nearly chest to chest with him, she grabbed the back of his neck with her free hand, causing him to flinch, but was sedated by the sensation of her girlish lips pushing against his. She pushed him back a bit and brandished the knife in his face.

“If I have to use this on you, I would never be able to forgive myself. But you remember our talk last night, right? Honesty is the most important part of a relationship, so tell me, Lincoln, where are you going?”

“L-Lori and I are about to go the hospital to visit Bobby and Ronnie Anne.” There was absolutely no strength in his voice. His entire body quaked with fear as thoughts of being brutally stabbed flashed in his head. He nervously fidgeted with one of the knobs on his dresser as he awaited Lucy’s response.

Lucy smiled darkly. “You can go, if you want. I won’t stop you. But I’ll curse you too, Lincoln. You and Lori. And then, when I sit alone in my room, knowing the only person I love is suffering in unearthly ways, I’ll have to hurt myself, Lincoln. You wouldn’t want to hurt TWO of your sisters, would you?”

Lincoln shook his head. His mouth was too dry to even utter a single word.

“Good. So please, stay here with me. Spend some time with your dark little sister.” She began to rub his chest with her frail little hand.

“I have to tell Lori I can’t go then,” Lincoln said voicelessly.

“Yes, yes you should. Go on, I’ll be here when you get back.” Lucy pecked him on the cheek then ushered him out of his own room, closing the door behind him. Lincoln swallowed air and felt himself sink into the floor. It was like he had a gun to his head.

“Oh God, what am I going to do?” he whispered.

Lincoln slowly set one foot forward, trying to think of what to do. He couldn’t tell Lori he wasn’t going to go, that would only further break the already mentally broken girl. At the same time, up and leaving would cause Lucy to “curse” him and Lori, and though he didn’t really know what that meant, he knew that she had the power to do something. She did something to Ronnie Anne, after all.

Power.

That’s it! Lincoln almost said aloud. Lucy must have something that’s allowing her to “curse” people, as she put it. If I can just find whatever it is that’s allowing her to do that, I can eliminate her power source!

Without a second thought, Lincoln tiptoed his way into Lucy and Lynn’s room. The room was enveloped in a gloomy darkness, but there was just enough light from the window to get a glimpse of Lucy’s side of the room. Fortunately for Lincoln, he didn’t have to search very long; his eyes were instantly drawn to a thick, ornate looking book laying on Lucy’s bed.

Walking over to the book sent cold shivers down Lincoln’s spine. He knew what he was doing was the right thing, but it felt so forbidden at the same time, like sneaking a cookie before supper. The book had no title or text on the cover, and it appeared to be very old, yet when Lincoln opened it the spine felt sturdy and the pages were not brittle. Much of the text inside the book was noticeably not in English; rather, much of the text appeared to be gibberish and it reminded Lincoln of the code words and made up languages he and Clyde would make up for fun. Above each paragraph of gibberish, however, was an English title, a simple description of what each curse was supposed to do. Lincoln was drawn into the book, flipping through the pages to see what kind curses the book contained.

Facial warts.

Broken limbs.

Asphyxiation.

Blindness.

Necrosis.

Some of it was fairly harmless, others were lethal. A morbid fascination came over Lincoln, and he felt the urge to get comfortable and read through all of the curses at length.

“Lincoln?”

A voice from the doorway made Lincoln jump and yelp. His heart felt as if it was going to burst out of his chest. He closed the book and quickly twirled around, but his nerves calmed when he saw it was only Lynn.

“Oh God, Lynn, you scared me!” 

She shrugged “What are you doing in here dude? Lori’s waiting for you.”

“Yeah, I, uh, I mean-“ Lincoln didn’t know how to save face, so he just decided to defuse the situation as fast as possible. He grabbed the book and unassumingly put it under his right arm.

“Listen, Lynn, I’ll talk to you when I get home, right now I have to go.“

“What are you doing with Lucy’s book?”
Lincoln ignored her question. “I’ll explain when I get home. Please Lynn, will you do me a favor, a BIG favor?”

“Sure.”

“Great!” Lincoln was running in place. “I need you and everyone else to watch Lucy. Don’t let her out of your sight, and if she does anything weird, call Lori immediately.”

Lynn looked puzzled. “If you say so. She could be anywhere though.”

“Check my room,” Lincoln said hastily. With that, he gave Lynn a quick peck on the cheek, not something he would normally do, but something he felt he needed to do. Without waiting for her response, he darted out of the room and down the stairs. Lori was waiting by the door.

“What the heck is that?” she said as she saw the large book Lincoln was carrying.

“I’ll explain in the car; we need to go now!” Lincoln said in a panicked tone. Though he was surrounded by his other sisters, he could almost feel Lucy’s presence behind him, knife in hand.

Lori look surprised as she opened the front door and was nearly knocked off balance by Lincoln rushing past her and planting himself into the passenger’s seat. Lori walked a little more slowly and gave Lincoln an odd look as she turned on the ignition and backed out of the driveway. Once they were on the road, Lincoln calmed down and his death grip on the book relaxed.

“Mind telling me what the hell that was about back there? I’m anxious to see them too, but you on the other hand are something else. And what is that you have?”

“Lori, you know that big pond past the gas station down here? We need to stop there; I have to get rid of this thing!”

“You’re literally not making sense right now. Get rid of that? Why? We have to get to the hospital, Bobby’s expecting us.”

Lincoln’s head felt like it was going to explode. He didn’t know how much longer he could allude to everyone what he already knew, and Lori deserved to know most of all. He could feel his heart beat faster as he tried to utter Lucy’s name to Lori, but something was holding him back. It was like asking a question he didn’t want to know the answer to. He took a deep breath, closed his eyes, and let it out.

“Lucy did it. Lucy did. . . that to Ronnie Anne.”

Lori looked at him strangely.

“What the hell are you talking about?”
“This book!” he rapped his fingers against the cover. “I don’t know where she got it, but it’s full of spells, and she used one of them on Ronnie Anne.”

“Lincoln, that’s literally the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard. I don’t know if you’re trying to be funny, but you’re speaking nonsense.”

“Pull over then! Have a look for yourself!” Lincoln’s voice was growing steadily louder. He was so desperate for Lori to know the truth that he couldn’t help himself.

Lori rolled her eyes and pulled over on the shoulder, aggressively putting Vanzilla in park. She snatched the book from Lincoln who was gingerly offering it to her and began flipping through it. She scanned through a page or two before closing it and sighing.

“Lincoln, literally any kid who knows how to use a keyboard could come up with this in Microsoft Word, and considering Lucy’s affinity for morbid things, I definitely wouldn’t put it past her to come up with something so. . . juvenile.”

She closed the book and shoved it at Lincoln.

“You’re treating this whole thing like a joke,” she muttered. “And here I thought you cared about what we – what I’m going through.”

This was the tipping point. Lincoln had not been angry before, but he was now. He knew that he should explain the situation in further detail, but he couldn’t bring himself to do so. He was angrier now than he had ever been.

“No Lori, you’re the one treating this like a joke! You won’t even sit and hear me out! You just assume that because I’m a kid I can’t understand and that I can’t help out! All you do is treat me like a burden, and I’m tired of it! You’re. . . you’re. . . you’re a selfish bitch!”

Lincoln fell back into his seat and began to cry. He knew everything he had just said made the situation worse, but the fear inside of him had created anger, and he was directing it towards the only person who could help him and understand him.

“Oh my God. . . I didn’t mean that, I’m so sorry!” Lincoln sniveled. He wiped the tears from his and saw Lori was crying too.

“You’re right,” she said, mascara running down her cheeks. “I. . .” she could barely speak as she hyperventilated. “I. . . I. . . I. . . I AM A BITCH!” She broke down even harder and buried her face into her hands. She cried harder and louder than Lilly ever had. Lincoln was unable to say anything comforting. He could no longer hear himself crying. He just sat in the seatt and let tears roll down his face and drip onto the book in his lap.

In her broken state, Lori could not hear nor feel her phone vibrate in her pocket as she received a call from Lynn. They had only just left the house, but already something was wrong.

-

When the crying finally subsided, Lincoln turned to Lori and rubbed her shoulder.

“Let’s not beat ourselves up anymore,” he said. “It will only do more harm.”

Lori nodded silently in agreement.

“You okay?” Lincoln asked

“I’m fine. Just tired, that’s all.”

“Well, let’s focus on what’s important right now. We all make mistakes, the important thing is that we recognize them and move on.”

“You’re right Lincoln, you have made a mistake. Choose your next steps carefully.” A voice from behind the two said. Lincoln and Lori jumped and turned around to see Lucy sitting calmly in the row behind them.

“Lucy? What are you doing here?” Lori asked nervously. The hairs on the back of her neck stood up. Her spooky little sister was even spookier than usual.

“Shut up Lori,” Lucy said in an aggressive yet restrained tone of voice. “I know exactly what this is: you’re trying to steal Lincoln from me.”

“What? Steal him from you?” Lori’s mouth dropped open. “What the hell are you talking about?”

“Lucy, stop this, stop this right now.” Lincoln wasn’t about to let Lori get beat up any more than she had. “We’re taking you home and we’re all going to have a talk. You, me, Mom and Dad, and the rest of our sisters. This has to end now.”

“Ah, Lincoln, I almost forgot you were here. I think you have something of mine; I’d like it back if you don’t mind.”

Lincoln had almost forgotten about Lucy’s book. He had set it on the floorboard but quickly snatched it up and held it tightly to his chest.

“You can pry it from my cold dead hands.” He had to fight back a smile. It felt as if he was playing keep away from a small child, complete with the cheesy dialogue of every single movie he had ever seen.

“I knew you’d be difficult about this,” Lucy sighed. She reached down and produced a metallic object that Lincoln instantly recognized as his grandfather’s Colt 1911. It was passed down to his dad, but since he wasn’t much of a gun person, he’d just stuck it in the attic along with his dancing trophies. Lincoln realized that Lucy was no longer playing around. She grabbed Lori’s hair and pulled her head against the barrel of the pistol. Tears began to stream from Lori’s eyes and her lip began to tremble.

“Don’t do this Lucy,” Lincoln said, trying to make his voice sound strong, but he was beyond terrified. “She’s your – our sister!”

“I don’t care who she is. If she gets between you and I she’s just as disposable as everyone else.” She tapped the barrel against the back of Lori’s head, causing her to flinch.

“Now whorey Lori, I’m going to give you some directions and you’re going to follow them. If you try anything funny, you’re dead. Same goes for you, Lincoln.”

Lori nodded, sniffled and put Vanzilla into drive. She pulled back onto the road and began driving, slowly but surely.

“We’ll need to make a left eventually, I’ll tell you when,” Lucy said.

Meanwhile, Lincoln’s mind was racing. Was Lucy bluffing? Surely she didn’t know how to load and operate a gun. But then again, she had enough fortitude to purchase a book of spells for the sole purpose of harming Ronnie Anne. Where was she taking them? Nowhere, good that’s where. I can’t sit here and do nothing! 

Then he saw Lori, despite the quaking of her lips, mouth something to him. He turned his head in confusion. He couldn’t figure out what it was.

Again, she mouthed something to him. She couldn’t turn to him because she had to keep her eyes on the road, but Lincoln knew she was trying to say something to him.

“What is it Lori?” he whispered. Lucy turned her head to him but said nothing. She was too busy making sure Lori was intimidated.

“L-Lincoln, help m-me,” Lori whispered hoarsely.

When he heard these words, something deep inside of him triggered. For the first time, he felt angry at Lucy. Angry at what she had put everyone through. She had hurt Ronnie Anne physically, and now she was hurting Lori psychologically. The most motherly of his sisters, the one who had always been there for guidance or if he needed a shoulder to cry on, was being tortured in front of him, and he was just sitting there. He was angry. No, more than angry. He was bloodthirsty.

“Here, take your book Lucy!” he screamed. With all of his might, he took the heavy book and flung it at little goth girl. It smacked her right in the face with an audible thud, causing her to fall back against the side of the van. Her arms flailed in the air and she squeezed the trigger, putting a hole in the roof of the car. Lori screamed and slammed on the brakes, causing several cars to swerve from behind her and honk. She quickly hit the gas and pulled off the road again, next to a wooded area.

Lincoln looked back and saw Lucy laying on the floor of the van, blood streaming from her nose. She was crying and trying to use her black hair to mop up the tears. Lincoln felt remorse for a second, but remembered it was a necessary evil.

“Lincoln, the gun!” Lori cried. He turned and saw the pistol laying on the seat above Lucy. He jumped in the back and grabbed it, careful not to touch the trigger. He opened the door and ran out to the tree line. He thought about trying to empty the magazine first, but he didn’t remember how to despite his numerous hours playing first person shooters. With all the strength he could muster, he heaved the pistol out into the woods, expecting it to discharge as it hit the ground, but the only sound he heard was the pistol hitting some mud with a fleshy whack.

Lori too had gotten out of the car; she was carrying Lucy’s book. The spine had detached from the force of being thrown, but the pages were still holding together.

“Wait!” Lincoln said. Lori stopped right as she was about to toss it into the woods.

“We have to show it to mom and dad, then burn it. We can’t let someone else find it.”

“Right, good idea.” The two returned to Vanzilla where Lucy was still crying in the back.

“Keep an eye on her Linc. I have to call Bobby.” Lori made a U-turn and began driving back towards the house as she dialed Bobby. Lucy’s crying had slowed, but her breathing was still heavy and the visible portion of her face was smeared with blood.

“That was for your own good,” he muttered. She did not respond.

-

“Bobby? Hey, it’s Lori, I’m-“

Lincoln heard Bobby’s frantic voice cut Lori off, though he couldn’t make out what he was saying. 

“Yes, I’m sorry boo boo bear, something came up and – yes I know, but –“ Lori was stopped again by Bobby. It was obvious he was displeased about their absence from the hospital. Lori rolled her eyes and sighed.

“It involves what happened to Ronnie Anne. By the way, is she doing good?”

More gargled words over the phone.

“Good, well I’ll explain it to you later. Love you, babe.” Lori quickly hung up to avoid a lengthy phone conversation, the first and probably only time she would ever hang up that quickly on Bobby.

Lincoln sat nervously in the back seat, staring at the limp body of his ghostly sister. Her breathing had slowed; she was no longer crying, but because her dark hair concealed her eyes Lincoln couldn’t tell if she was asleep or awake. He didn’t want to ask and find out.

“You okay back there Linc?” Lori asked.

“Huh? Me? Yeah.” Lincoln fumbled with his words. He was too fixated on Lucy. She was evil, there was no doubt about that. But she was just a frail little girl; she couldn’t even reach the cups in the kitchen. He almost felt sad for her, despite all she had done. He certainly felt remorse for having to take such drastic measures to stop her.

“Are you alright, Lucy?” the words slipped out of his mouth. For a moment, silence.

“Why do you care?” she exhaled. He couldn’t tell if she was sad or angry. 

“Because. . .” Lincoln didn’t know why he cared. He thought about apologizing, but why? For doing what he had to do? Should he say he cared about her? No, that would lead her on a tangent about how he was lying.

“Lucy, you’re in trouble. BIG trouble,” Lori cut in, much to Lincoln’s relief. “You’re going to answer to us all – me, Lincoln, our sisters, and especially mom and dad.”

Nothing.

“Did you hear me?”

“Fuck you,” Lucy growled.

“Stop it Lucy,” Lincoln said.

“Don’t waste your time with her, Linc. She’s about to get her ass whooped like never before.”

Lincoln sat back in his seat and anxiously awaited the return home. What was coming was sure to be awkward, emotional, and embarrassing. He couldn’t help but think one of his sisters might blame him for Lucy’s actions.

“You know Lucy, besides the fact that you hurt someone, the fact that you are in love with your own brother is fucking disgusting,” Lori ranted. “What’s going to happen when he grows up and gets surrounded by all sorts of girls, huh? Think you have enough spells in that book of yours to take care of that?”

“Lori, stop,” Lincoln said, but there was no confidence in his voice.

“I’d like to tie you up and force you to watch Lincoln kiss another girl, that’s what you deserve for being such a selfish and cruel little shit.”

“Stop Lori, you’re going to make things worse!” Lincoln said as he blushed from his older sister’s words.

“I ought to pull over right now and kiss Lincoln myself, so you can watch the person you love get taken from you. Then you can know how he felt that night.”

Lucy’s body began to shake with anger, and black tears streamed down her cheeks. Her delicate little hands had curled into fists.

“SHUT THE FUCK UP LORI,” Lincoln screamed. Lori stopped her tirade and loosened her tense arms. Lincoln thought she might cry, but she just continued driving with a sullen look on her face.

The rest of the ride was silent; when they pulled into the driveway, there was a moment of silence after Lori turned off the engine. Lincoln looked at his tired older sister and felt sorry for her and all she had been through. Likewise, he felt sorry for Lucy and what was about to come to her, but it was for her own good.

“Lincoln, I’m sorry about what I said,” Lori mumbled. “I just. . . I lost control of myself.”

Lincoln gingerly patted her shoulder and whispered “You’ve done enough parenting today, Lori. Leave the rest to mom and dad.” Lori smiled unconfidently and ruffled Lincoln’s hair. She peered into the backseat where Lucy was still crumpled like a rag doll.

“Are you going to walk inside or do I have to carry you?”

Lucy said nothing. Lori rolled her eyes and began to get out of the driver’s seat, but Lincoln stopped her.

“Maybe I should carry her. You know, just in case.” Lori nodded and slipped out of the van. Lincoln looked down and gently place his arms around Lucy, secretly afraid that she might attack him. Instead, however, she returned the embrace, and he slung her over his shoulder like a baby. She was surprisingly light, and Lincoln had no trouble lifting her up and out of the van.

“I love you Lincoln,” she whispered dryly into his ear. He paused for a moment and thought about how he should respond.

“I love you too Lucy, and I’m sorry it had to come to this.” He took a deep breath and carried her up to the front door, his heart beating faster with every step. Lori opened the door and stepped inside.

“Mom, dad, will you two come here? We need to have a family meeting!” she called out.

Lincoln stepped inside and saw Leni, Lynn and the twins sitting on the couch, the four of them staring wide eyed at him as he stepped in with Lucy on his shoulder.

“What the? How did Lucy end up with you guys?” Lynn asked.

“Sit down, and we’ll tell you the whole story,” Lincoln replied.